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fORetoorcd 
these  CROokeb  Lines 


GOO  writes  straight.. My  crooked  lines,  tortured  between  grace  and  the  depraved 
human  heart  (my  heart),  gouge  out  the  screed  of  my  defection.  Everywhere 
about  me  the  straight  writing  hems  me  in,  compresses  me,  flattens  my  will.  I  write 
crooked.  Error  after  error  blows  through  me,  the  corruptible  mortal  man,  whose  every 
gesture  reeks  of  imperfection.  Would  you  have  it  straight?  I  am  not  God.  The  match- 
less God-writing,  calligraphed  unendingly  on  trees,  peaks,  rivers,  oceans,  lakes,  rebukes 
and  dazzles  me.  I  must  hush  my  heart. 

These  crooked  lines  began  to  be  in  the  year  of  grace  1949,  the  year  I  turned  from 
the  crooked  to  the  straight.  Nineteen  forty-eight  had  seen  the  publication  of  The  Re- 
sidual Years,  fifteen  mature  years  given  to  the  craft  of  poetry.  But  in  that  compelling  vision 
of  the  straightness  I  now  set  aside  those  years  to  begin  anew.  Yet  of  that  very  vision 
there  came  a  cost.  The  crooked  is  made  straight  only  in  anguish,  and  that  too  is  here. 


I  have  therefore  arranged  my  book  in  three  parts,  each  corresponding  to  a  particular 
phase  of  spiritual  development,  and  each  dominated,  more  or  less,  by  the  psychology 
of  a  particular  saint.  The  first  covers  the  year  between  the  Christmastide  of  1948-49, 
when  the  vision  was  given,  to  the  Christmastide  of  1949-50,  by  which  time  the  separa- 
tion was  thoroughly  effected  and  the  first  great  period  of  conversion  largely  worked  out. 
As  the  conversion  period,  the  psychology  is  mainly  that  of  St.  Augustine,  stressing 
repentance,  the  rooting  out  of  old  vices,  and  the  contemplation  of  the  Passion.  I  have 
placed  these  poems  in  the  line  of  liturgical  development,  for  that  spring  constituted 
my  own  death  and  resurrection.  Time  after  Pentecost  saw  the  composition  of  the  long 
sequence  The  Falling  of  the  Grain  (not  included  here),  which  took  me  up  to  Advent;  and 
with  The  Holy  Innocents  I  broached  another  year.  Thus  Part  I. 

In  1950  the  straight  writing,  like  the  handwriting  on  the  wall,  that  takes  us  where 
we  least  expect,  took  me  to  the  poor.  I  had  thought  that  year  to  enter  the  Franciscans 
but  something  intervened,  and  I  was  drawn  to  a  Catholic  Worker  House  in  the  Oakland 
slums — fourteen  months,  each  a  new  crucifixion  of  the  sensibility.  The  psychology  of 
this  phase  is  markedly  Franciscan,  as  I  understood  it,  modified  by  the  first  imbibing  of 
the  Spanish  mystics.  Here  too  came  crooked  poems,  but  not  so  many;  already  the  cramp 
was  setting  in.  These  constitute  Part  II. 

Then  in  1951  the  line  led  straight  to  the  monastery,  and  the  abiding  influence  of  the' 
Dominican  spirit,  moving  however  through  the  full  development  of  the  erotic  religious 
psychology  of  the  Spanish  Baroque  begun  in  the  last  phase.  Not  peace,  certainly,  rather 
a  new  crucifixion,  this  time  of  the  will,  the  soul  itself,  the  very  deeps  of  the  spirit. 
Once  again  I  learned  loyalty  only  in  the  pang  of  anguish.  By  1954  the  poems,  which 
had  thinned  to  a  mere  trickle,  choked  out  altogether,  stopped.  And  hence  Part  III,  the 
end  of  the  book. 


So  my  new  poetic  vision,  begun  with  a  blaze  back  at  conversion,  slowly  came  to 

nothing.  I  wanted  to  write  a  great  double  work.  I  wanted  to  balance  those  fifteen  years 

of  a  pagan  pen  with  fifteen  years  of  a  holy  one,  the  profane  and  the  sacred.  Out  of  the 

residual  years  of  death  I  wanted  to  make  an  attestation  to  the  veritable  years  of  eternal 

life.  But  God  is  not  so  pat.  He  has  other  uses  for  a  life  than  the  balancing  of  books. 

The  Divine  Writing  goes  forward  with  an  excoriate  straightness,  but  never  in  the 

manner  one  supposes;  nor  does  it  ever  relate  precisely  what  one  hopes  to  hear.  I  have 

written,  but  what  I  have  written  is  undone,  not  done.  I  have  labored  to  make  a  birth 

of  my  life,  but  it  becomes,  in  retrospect,  only  a  long  crooked  line.  This  much,  however, 

I  do  know;  and  given  the  nature  of  Reality  it  cannot  be  otherwise:  all  my  violations, 

virulent  as  they  are,  in  the  end  can  only  make  for  the  good.  My  evil  cannot  win  out. 

I  wrote;  I  have  written;  I  will  write.  But  no  matter  how  crooked  I  set  it  down,  God 

writes  it  straight. 

Brother  Antoninus 

St.  Albert's  College 
Dominican  House  of  Studies 
Oakland,  California 
September  i/f,  igj y 
The  Feast  of  the  Holy  Cross 
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Out  of  the  depths 


trzipttfch  f or  the  Uaing 


i.  the  uncouth 
ii.  the  coming 
iii.  the  cuise 


i.  t he  uncouth 


And  there  were  in  the  same  country  shepherds  watching 
and  keeping  the  nightwatches  . .  . 


amiLd  autumn,  rain,  and  the  high  pastures 
Greened  again  with  good  verdure.  But  at  solstice 
Wind  northed  for  cold;  and  they  brought  out  the  sheep, 
Nights  crippling,  frost  in  the  hollows  at  dawn; 
The  wind  blowing  as  out  of  the  depths  of  a  void, 
Blowing  as  out  of  the  nethermost  places  of  earth; 
And  on  the  third  day,  near  dusk, 
Being  come  at  last  to  the  wilderness  edge, 
Drew  in  their  flocks;  made  nightfall  there,  the  sheepherders; 
Built  weedfire;  would  go  next  day 
Down  to  the  valley,  warm; 
To  the  sheltered  fields,  the  snug 
Sequestered  folds:  a  more  tolerant  winter.  ]_3 

For  the  sheep  only.  As  for  them,  the  herdsmen, 
They'd  rather  hug  out  the  year  on  a  juniper  ridge 
Than  enter  now,  where  the  hard-bitten  settlers 
Fenced  their  acres;  where  the  merchants 
Wheedled  the  meager  gain  of  summer; 
Where  the  brindled  mastiffs 
Mauled  the  wethers.  For  the  sheep  were  hated; 
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tniptych 


Themselves  were  hated;  their  ways  were  of  sheep; 
They  wore  rough  skins  of  sheep; 
And  the  stink  of  the  sheep 
Hung  everywhere  about  them. 

And  they  made  their  weedfire, 

Gravely;  this  for  them  was  the  last  night. 

Tomorrow  was  the  world's, 

And  the  world  disdained  them. 

They  had  no  knowledge  of  the  world. 

Nor  had  they  knowledge  as  yet  of  the  Angel. 

For  these  faces  were  fated. 

The  fire,  in  its  fletch  and  dapple, 

Fretted  the  countenance  of  a  humanity 

That  had  demonstrated  only  the  crude  capacity  to  survive; 

The  brows  hardly  clefted  by  thought, 

Where  hope,  as  on  the  face  of  the  ram, 

Never  had  recourse.  Something  there  was  about  to  happen, 

As  if  a  soul  were  to  be  bestowed, 

Where  the  naked  intelligence, 

That  prime,  animal  aptitude  for  life, 

Retained  its  purity. 

And  the  world,  of  whom  these  the  uncouth  were  most  despised, 

Mocked  off  the  streets  to  keep  the  cold  nightwatches  there 

Over  the  wilderness-hearted  earth, 

Dreamed  blindly  on  of  the  transforming  grace 

These  were  now  to  receive. 


u.  the  coming 


And  she  brought  forth  her  firstborn  son  and  wrapped  him  up 
in  swaddling  bands  and  laid  him  in  a  manger. 

BlOOdy  and  the  black 
Bull-trodden  earth,  where  the  cow 
Had  bled  of  the  womb-blind  calf, 
Where  the  shuddering  ewe 
Had  bled,  in  the  beast's 
Fortuity,  the  beast's 
Groan. 

It  too,  it  also:  birth, 

Like  death,  ravenous — 

An  unspeakable  rank  fertility  of  earth 

Splitting  its  pod — 

But  this  time  a  difference. 

That  lull  in  the  air,  that  lapse!  ]_^ 

As  if  the  great  device  of  the  flesh,  .  , 

tl  j    c  u    a    u  tmptych 

1  he  need  or  the  rlesh 

Made  flesh,  the  flesh 

Founded  forever  upon  the  flesh, 

Blood  on  the  blood — 

As  if,  on  the  instant,  the  stroke  were  checked, 

And  the  flame  sprang  through, 

Purely,  between  the  forces  of  the  pang, 


Hued  with  the  flush  of  Godhead, 
Set  round  with  the  tongues  of  angels, 
Burning  and  flashing 
In  the  strewn  litter 
On  the  somber  floor. 

Nor  would  that  night  contain  it. 
There  was  an  age,  insurgent, 
Scrawled  on  the  stonework  of  the  temple  wall. 
J-O  There  was  the  massive  aftermath, 

tniptych  Flanked  with  the  doom  of  kings, 

And  the  secret  seed 
Spored  in  the  bowels  of  Empire. 
There  was  the  powerful  regrouping  of  the  mind, 
Where  the  sotted  puppets 
Snored  on  their  grosser  thrones. 
That.  And  the  bare  power, 

Which  is  love,  forged  now,  in  the  frighted  human  soul, 
As  the  force  of  a  love,  larger  than  it, 
Swells  the  wizened  heart 
To  the  stature  of  a  faith. 

Birth,  like  death, 
Transcended.  The  blood 
Burned  out  of  the  stable  floor. 
Outside,  the  oxen  and  the  ass 
Crunch  their  corn.  But  the  man! 
The  man!  seized  in  that  vortex 
Breaks  on  his  knees 
And  prays! 


ill.  the  cofse 


Behold,  there  came  wise  men  from  the  East  to  Jerusalem,saying 
Where  is  He.  .  .  ? 


W*  ^f  ^%1LGS  across  the  turbulent  kingdoms 

1      I  ^^trThey  came  for  it,  but  that  was  nothing; 
That  was  the  least.  Drunk  with  vision, 
Rain  stringing  the  ragged  beards, 
When  a  beast  lamed  they  caught  up  another 
And  goaded  west. 

For  the  time  was  on  them.  "i  f 

Once,  as  it  may,  in  the  life  of  a  man; 

Once,  as  it  was,  in  the  life  of  mankind,  tn\ptycti 

All  is  corrected.  And  their  years  of  pursuit, 

Raw-eyed  reading  the  wrong  texts, 

Charting  the  doubtful  calculations; 

Those  nights  knotted  with  thought, 

When  dawn  held  off,  and  the  rooster 

Rattled  the  leaves  with  his  blind  assertion — 


All  that,  they  regarded,  under  the  Sign, 
No  longer  as  search  but  as  preparation. 
For  when  the  mark  was  made  they  saw  it. 
Nor  stopped  to  reckon  the  fallible  years, 
But  rejoiced  and  followed, 
And  are  called  wise,  who  learned  that  Truth, 
When  sought  and  at  last  seen, 
Is  never  found.  It  is  given. 

3_Q  And  they  brought  their  camels 

,  Breakneck  into  that  village, 

tOipt'VCrl  &       . 

And  flung  themselves  down  in  the  dung  and  dirt  of  that  place, 

And  kissed  that  ground,  and  the  tears 
Ran  on  the  face  where  the  rain  had. 


the  fLfgbf  in  the  deseRt 


the  last  settlement  scraggled  out  with  a  barbed  wire  fence 
And  fell  from  sight.  They  crossed  coyote  country: 
Mesquite,  sage,  the  bunchgrass  knotted  in  patches; 
And  there  the  prairie  dog  yapped  in  the  valley; 
And  on  the  high  plateau  the  short-armed  badger 
Delved  his  clay.  But  beyond  that  the  desert, 
Raw,  unslakable,  its  perjured  dominion  wholly  contained 
In  the  sun's  remorseless  mandate,  where  the  dim  trail 
Died  ahead  in  the  watery  horizon:  God  knows  where. 

And  there  the  failures:  skull  of  the  ox, 

Where  the  animal  terror  trembled  on  in  the  hollowed  eyes;  TO 

The  catastrophic  wheel,  split,  sandbedded; 

And  the  sad  jawbone  of  a  horse.  These  the  denials  *     ° 

Of  the  retributive  tribes,  fiercer  than  pestilence, 

Whose  scrupulous  realm  this  was. 

Only  the  burro  took  no  notice:  the  forefoot 

Placed  with  the  nice  particularity  of  one 

To  whom  the  evil  of  the  day  is  wholly  sufficient. 


Even  the  jocular  ears  marked  time. 

But  they,  the  man  and  the  anxious  woman, 
Who  stared  pinch-eyed  into  the  settling  sun, 
They  went  forward  into  its  denseness 
All  apprehensive,  and  would  many  a  time  have  turned 
But  for  what  they  carried.  That  brought  them  on. 
In  the  gritty  blanket  they  bore  the  world's  great  risk, 
And  knew  it;  and  kept  it  covered,  near  to  the  blind  heart, 
^20  That  hugs  in  a  bad  hour  its  sweetest  need, 

f  he  rh'ahf  Possessed  against  the  drawn  night 

That  comes  now,  over  the  dead  arroyos, 
Cold  and  acrid  and  black. 

This  was  the  first  of  his  goings  forth  into  the  wilderness  of  the  world. 

There  was  much  to  follow:  much  of  portent,  much  of  dread. 

But  what  was  so  meek  then  and  so  mere,  so  slight  and  strengthless, 

(Too  tender,  almost,  to  be  touched) — what  they  nervously  guarded 

Guarded  them.  As  we,  each  day,  from  the  lifted  chalice, 

That  fragile  Bread  the  mildest  tongue  subsumes, 

To  be  taken  out  in  the  blatant  kingdom, 

Where  Herod  sweats,  and  his  deft  henchmen 

Riffle  the  tabloids — that  keeps  us. 

Over  the  campfire  the  desert  moon 

Slivers  the  west,  too  chaste  and  cleanly 

To  mean  hard  luck.  The  man  rattles  the  skillet 

To  take  the  raw  edge  off  the  silence; 

The  woman  lifts  up  her  heart;  the  Infant 

Knuckles  the  generous  breast,  and  feeds. 


the  making  of.  the  cross 


ROZIQil  fir,  hauled  from  the  hills.  And  the  tree  it  had  been, 
Lithe-limbed,  wherein  the  wren  had  nested, 
Whereon  the  red  hawk  and  the  grey 
Rested  from  flight,  and  the  raw-head  vulture 
Shouldered  to  his  feed — that  tree  went  over 
Bladed  down  with  a  double-bitted  axe; I  was  snaked  with  winches; 
The  wedge  split  it;  hewn  with  the  adze 
It  lay  to  season  toward  its  use. 

So  too  with  the  nails:  milleniums  under  the  earth, 

Pure  ore;  chunked  out  with  picks;  the  nail-shape 

Struck  in  the  pelt-lunged  forge;  tonged  to  a  cask 

And  the  wait  against  that  work.  91 

,  ...       r  cRoss-raaking 

hven  the  thorn-bush  nourished  from  afar, 

As  do  the  flourishing  generations  of  its  kind, 

Filling  the  shallow  soil  no  one  wants; 

Wind-sown,  it  cuts  the  cattle  and  the  wild  horse; 

It  tears  the  cloth  of  man,  and  hurts  his  hand. 

Just  as  in  life  the  good  things  of  the  earth 


Are  patiently  assembled:  some  from  here,  some  from  there; 

Wine  from  the  hill  and  wheat  from  the  valley; 

Rain  that  comes  blue-bellied  out  of  the  sopping  sea; 

Snow  that  keeps  its  drift  on  the  gooseberry  ridge, 

Will  melt  with  May,  go  down,  take  the  egg  of  the  salmon, 

Serve  the  traffic  of  otters  and  fishes, 

Be  ditched  to  orchards  . . . 

So  too  are  gathered  up  the  possibles  of  evil. 

cnoss-making  And  when  the  Cross  was  joined,  quartered, 

As  is  the  earth;  spoked,  as  is  the  Universal  Wheel  — 

Those  radials  that  led  all  unregenerate  act 

Inward  to  innocence — it  met  the  thorn-wove  Crown; 

It  found  the  Scourges  and  the  Dice; 

The  Nail  was  given  and  the  reed-lifted  Sponge; 

The  Curse  caught  forward  out  of  the  heart  corrupt; 

The  excoriate  Foul,  stoned  with  the  thunder  and  the  hail — 

All  these  made  up  that  miscellaneous  wrath 

And  were  assumed. 

The  evil  and  the  wastage  and  the  woe, 
As  if  the  earth's  old  cyst,  back  down  the  slough 
To  Adam's  sin-burnt  calcinated  bones 
Rushed  out  of  time  and  clotted  on  the  Cross. 

Off  there  the  cougar 

Coughed  in  passion  when  the  sun  went  out;  the  rattler 

Filmed  his  glinty  eye,  and  found  his  hole. 


gethsemani 


See5  of  the  earth 
Rain-loosened:  foxtail,  filaree; 
Seed  of  the  wild  grass  new-bladed, 
Broken  from  winter, 
Drenched  with  the  dew  of  nightfall, 
Hemming  the  grove  of  olives; 

Which,  its  each  tree  a  black 
Earth-hugging  clump, 
Deploys  downslope, 
Creates  the  scene's  dim  format. 

23 

Behind,  the  abandoned  farmhouse,  , 

mj  gefhseraani 

ose  starved-out  owner  ° 

Broods  in  the  distant  slums, 

Sinks  in  the  noiselessness  of  all  neglect. 

The  broken  harrow  rusts  by  the  barn, 
Where  the  hireling 
Turned  his  indifferent  hand. 


24 


Above,  the  windmill 
Screws  out  its  iron  whimper, 
Voice  of  the  veering  year. 

All,  all  in  the  souse  of  the  paschal  moon. 

How  soft,  how  still, 
Lambent,  the  outlying  fields, 
How  open,  under  this  little  height, 
Rife  with  the  surcharge  of  spring, 


gefhseraani  How  rich — and  the  raw 

Smell  of  the  plough. 


These  are  the  nights  a  man  and  a  woman 

Wander  the  orchard, 

Drunk  with  the  odor  of  plum-flower. 

Far  off,  a  new  lamb,  restive, 
Bleats  in  the  hush; 
Dark  in  their  hutch 
The  barnfowl  shift  and  jostle. 
The  big  rooster,  whose  fate  it  is 
To  try  this  night  the  thin 
Fidelity  of  man, 
Sleeps  on,  his  harsh  cry 
Kept  near  his  craw. 

Out  there,  as  ever, 

Night  upon  night, 

The  city,  sleeved  in  the  haze  of  fires, 

Stains  the  sky. 


11 

LDhatever  the  flesh  may  suffer 
The  soul  suffers  before. 
After  the  feast's  exultance 
The  Master,  made  pensive, 
To  the  deserted  grove 
Withdraws.  The  Chosen,  who  keep 
Every  anxiety,  about  Him  move, 
Questioning.  He  turns  aside; 
The  brow  clouds  over;  the  eyes 
Even  more  gentle  now 
As  pain  proves  in  them. 
They  see  him  kneel;  the  festive  joy 
Freezes  in  their  bones. 
They  see  him  shudder,  raise 
The  outlifted  arms,  cry  up, 
Pitch  forward, 
Fall . . . 

Is  this  the  Savior  of  the  World 

Who,  on  His  knees,  2.$ 


Sucks  in  the  hurtful  breath 

And  faints  with  fear? 

Flesh  can  fear, 

Soul  can  fear  affliction, 

And  Christ  feared  both. 

Power  had  proved  His  Godhead: 

Miracles,  a  fast 

Lightning  track  of  divinization 


gefbseraani 


2(5 

gethsemani 


Blazed  across  Palestine. 

But  that  the  God  was  man, 

That  the  man  could  faint, 

This  the  world  must  know. 

And  the  knees  give; 

Time's  enormous  woe 

Settles  and  spills, 

As  in  the  fire-tempering  night 

The  mountain  shakes  on  an  ancient  suture, 

Sinks  its  stone. 

Somewhere  the  nails 

Sift  rustflakes  in  their  hoop-bound  keg. 

The  cat-o'-nine-tails 

Droops  on  the  bailiff's  wall. 

But  now  the  sullener  burden 

Settles  on  that  brow. 

The  greater  scourge, 

Grasped  already  in  the  future's 

Thong-wrapped  hand, 

Will  fall,  will  fall  forever 

On  the  flesh  of  man. 

The  great  ominous  Flogger, 

Off  in  time, 

Hunches  his  hairy  shoulder, 

Waits. 

The  loaded  whipbutt 

Taps  on  the  knobbed  hand. 

Whatever  the  world  will  suffer 


Is  here  foresuffered  now, 

Facedown  on  the  plough-tossed  earth. 

The  heart,  pregnant  with  man's  eventual  woe 

Unpents  its  groan. 

Here  Stephen  turns  the  innocent 

Unquestioning  face 

Into  the  outflung  stone. 

Good  Peter,  upside  down, 

Straddles  the  Roman  sun, 

His  legs  like  aqueducts 

Bloody  the  down-hung  head. 

Already  here  the  packed  arena  fills; 

Its  martyrs  mount  their  yardarms. 

The  starveling  lion 

Snuffs  the  blood-stung  air, 

And  the  maiden's  coif 

Mats  the  tiger's  jaw. 

All,  all  are  here.  Their  pain 

Reaches  already  to  this  swollen  Heart 

That  lugs  and  labors  like  a  giant  sea 

Clasping  its  wounded  islands, 

Toning  its  solemn  note  upon  that  shore,  9,7^ 

To  weep  out  its  geologic  woe  alone. 

r  oo  gefhseraani 

Is  this  the  dream  that  God  must  dream  in  man? 

The  uncheckable  sinners, 

Who  never  will  be  warned, 

Falter,  look  back, 

Step  out  the  determining  step, 

Stumble  and  go  down. 
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As  do  those  dark-delighting  bats 

That  nightlong  flitter  on  the  bullrush  sloughs, 

And  at  the  wisp  of  dawn  convene, 

Circle  reluctantly, 

Touched  by  the  ravelling  light, 

Till  daylight  drives  them, 

The  plaintive-twittering  flock, 

Into  the  gulfing  cave. 

So  do  the  damned,  those  Light-deniers, 

Indriven  on  their  choice, 


gefbseraani  Wheel  raggedly, 

Caught  in  the  terrible  downdraft, 

Flutter  in  panic, 

Are  sucked  in. 

Here  at  the  instant  of  decision 

His  scopeless  love  enfolds, 

Wraps  them  in  tenderness, 

Pleads. 

They  break  away. 

The  vast  Heart  bleeds. 

Hell's  orifice  eats  them  all. 

Miserable  generations! 

When  will  they  have  a  stay? 

Time,  the  durance  of  finite  being, 

Darkens  their  passion-shrivelled  hearts, 

Breaks  their  knees. 

They  go. 

All  the  devices  of  sin's  deforming  hand 

Heap  on  His  flat-pressed  flesh. 


He  takes  them.  Each  century 
Explores  its  own  avenue 
To  degradation.  Each  century 
Fondles  its  own  indulgence 
In  the  lassitude  of  self. 

Nor  ever  has  a  stay. 
The  Mystical  Body, 
Slit  with  each  instant  sin, 
Suffers  their  comprehensive  loss, 
Bleeds  forever  on  the  man-constructed, 
Man-supported  Cross. 

The  Godly  grandeur 
Webbed  of  the  human  mien. 

Such  is  that  Chalice 

Even  the  inclusive  Mind 

Flinches  to  assume; 

The  mereness  of  the  man, 

Though  not  the  greatness  of  the  God, 

Falters  to  feel.  2.9 

A  total  future's  bodily  test  of  faith  , 

r,     i         .  i  '  gethsemani 

Crushes  with  consequence, 

Poises,  and  the  brow 
Brightens  of  sweat,  of  blood; 
The  hurt  mouth  breaks;  the  eyes 
Turn  back  to  know 
How  men  meet  with  their  hour, 
Keep  God's  solitary  troth 


And  help  redeem  their  fall, 
Only  to  find 
The  best  of  humankind 
Snore  by  the  wall. 

The  city  simmers  its  fires, 
Stains  the  sky. 

What  hope  from  it, 
^>^  Sunk  in  its  purblind  role? 

gethsemani  What  hope  for  it, 

Drunken  in  slumber? 

The  sleep-filled  faces, 

The  thousand-thickened  dreams? 

Slack  mouths  slobber  the  pillow, 

The  tilting  heads 

Nod  together; 

Light  hands  that  loosely  curl, 

Light  arms  that  cross. 

Careless  the  updrawn  knee, 

The  cotton-swaddled  loin; 

Careless  the  man 

Near  to  the  woman  lain, 

The  dreaming  child  beside. 

The  rooster, 

Sunk  in  his  ruff, 

Unconscious, 

Twitches  his  stringy  throat, 

Waits  for  his  fatal  cry. 


One  hour. 
Two. 

Nor  ever  would  be 

Night  longer. 

History's  prodigious  sum 

Is  tallied  in  its  onrush, 

Its  grim  arithmetical  meaning 

Caught  on  this  night's  black  decimal, 

Turned. 

History  is  always  wrong. 

The  city's  childish  dream, 
Smoky  with  sullen  cravings, 
Stains  the  sky. 

Which  of  the  nameless  hordes 

Is  worthy  to  bring  the  burden  on? 

Which  of  the  indigenous  kingdoms 

Will  rise, 

Fulfill  the  preach  of  prophecy, 

Assume  the  fateful  risk?  ~&\ 


All  in  the  wrap  of  dream, 
All  in  the  rush  of  wish. 

The  city 

Steams  in  its  sludge. 

Is  that  Jerusalem, 

Soughing  the  muted  nightvoice  of  all  towns? 


gefhseraani 


Far  off  the  herdsman 
Marks  the  rescinding  hour, 
Chunks  up  his  dungfire, 
Dreams. 

The  Godly  grandeur 
Groans  of  the  human  mien. 
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LDhat  was  the  worth, 

Back  there,  of  that  attempt, 

Back  at  the  pristine  start 

When  all  was  innocence? 

What  was  the  worth  of  that  attempt 

That  gave  the  vast  Undoing  its  clear  chance? 

What  was  the  gamble's  worth  to  God 

That  He  should  risk  the  try  to  such  as  those 

Who  threw  the  gift  away, 

Brought  mankind  low, 

And  loosed  such  sordidness 

The  all-loving  Son 

Himself  must  take  the  mortal  frame, 

Bide  out  the  thirty  and  three, 

Clutch  at  the  pain-stitched  side; 

And  the  Mystical  Body 

Suffer  its  centuries, 

Riddled  by  human  strife, 

Soiled  by  human  sin, 


While  such  as  you  and  I 
Snore  out  our  fitful  hour 
There  by  the  wall, 
And  let  the  future  fall? 

The  city  stains. 

Jerusalem. 

Rome,  half  dead, 

Stinks  with  its  crime. 

Athens  lips  its  dust. 

The  luminous  face  of  Paris 

And  London's  puckered  brow 

Match  looks  in  time; 

While  brash  New  York 

Fingers  its  blithe  heart. 

Stains . . . 

Sleepers 

Stir  by  the  wall 

Where  last  year's  wild  seed 

Took  refuge  from  the  plough. 

The  slumber-clammy  mouths 
Taste  their  bitter  tongues, 
Swallow  and  dream  on. 

The  rooster,  his  muscle 
Stiffening  on  the  rail, 
Thrashes  his  saw-tooth  comb, 
Skins  his  eye. 
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O  terrible  brood  of  the  wasted  fallen  years! 

Footloose  loungers  in  Paradise! 

You  sunburned  nudists  under  the  fig-trees  of  Eden! 

Would  you  have  stayed  your  hand 

Had  you  but  seen  your  son 

Shoulder  this  hour? 

Would  you  have  left  the  apple 

Redden  on  the  bough, 

Go  ripe, 

Snap  in  the  tightening  cold, 


getbseraani  Drive  to  the  dust, 

For  autumn's  bright 
Inconsequential  windfall? 


inconsequential  win 

Would  you  have  let  it  lie 

Until  the  small-boned  deer 

Dainty  among  the  frost 

Came  down  by  night 

Out  of  the  redwood  canyons — 

For  them,  wholly  a  harmlessness, 

But  not,  alas,  for  you, 

No,  not  for  you!  — 

Came  down  by  dark 

To  crunch  its  toughening  rind, 

And  still  to  leave  the  unbitten  half 

Day  by  over-covering  day, 

For  the  yellow-jacket's  winter-pestered  horde 

To  suck  all  sweetness  out, 

Until  the  first  rains  found  it  where  it  lay, 

A  rotten  cider-smelling  husk, 


The  slight  cost  of  innocence, 
Surely  small  price  to  pay 
For  Immortality! 

Mother  of  men! 

Dear  culpable  darling  of  our  breed! 

If  you  could  see  His  visage  in  this  hour, 

Drenched,  its  whole  perfection 

Seamed  across  with  pain's  malignant  touch, 

And  tomorrow's  degradation 

Written  on  that  brow — 

No!  No!  We  may  not  ask! 

That  question  may  not  be! 

Not  yours  to  say; 

Not  yours,  nor  is  it  ours, 

Wholly  to  see — 

But  only  to  obey! 

There  did  it  turn, 

Small,  crabbed, 

The  leastest  fruit  in  Eden,  5^ 

But  all  the  knowledge  and  all  the  woe 

r^i         1      ■  aethseman\ 

Clasped  at  its  core;  ° 

It  turned, 

It  turned  on  the  bough. 

One,  only,  among  us 

Would  not  have  made  that  reach. 

She  on  this  niaht  alone  is  not  asleep. 
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But  in  the  shut  seclusion  of  her  cell 

Kneels  out  the  rivering  hours. 

And  where,  soon  now,  the  crucifix 

Will  write  its  graphic  intersection  on  the  wall 

There  has  she  set  her  gaze; 

And  on  her  anguish-written  face  the  tears, 

As  on  His  knotted  one  the  sweat; 

And  on  her  bitten  lip 

The  outcaught  sigh, 

As  on  His  blooded  one 


gefhseraani  The  sharp  unanswering  cry. 


Christians  far  hence, 

Engrossed  in  the  stark  account, 

Will  mark  the  outcry  and  half  doubt — 

As  if  the  Godliness  might  here  be  proved 

Less  than  the  fact  asserts. 

But  what  is  the  cost  of  choice? 

Who  can  truly  name  it? 

There  had  to  be  a  reckoning  made 

Commensurate  with  the  crime, 

An  act  of  unforgettable  fitness, 

For  which  no  lesser  deed 

Might  ever  be  shown  to  answer, 

For  which  no  greater  one 

Might  ever  be  proposed. 

This  is  that  point  in  time 

Where  sin  is  seized  up  out  of  its  utter  shapelessness 

And  grappled  into  the  heart, 

A  great  shuddering  embrace  of  absolute  assent. 


Everything  else  has  vanished: 

The  reserves  of  courage, 

The  manly  rectitude 

And  the  sensitive  response, 

The  sublime  instinct  for  the  deft 

And  the  lovely — all  that  matchless 

Concatenation  of  impulse  and  restraint 

The  perfect  consciousness  of  Christ 

So  beautifully  embodied — 

Where  is  it  now, 

In  the  night,  the  nexus, 

When  darkness  chokes  on  darkness 

And  only  agony  endures? 

Broken, 

Struck  down, 

Wrenched  asunder, 

Torn  from  the  fragile  synthesis, 

To  leave  it  mutilate. 

Where  all  was  perfectness  and  peace 

Reigns  now  the  corporate  rancour 

Of  an  unregenerate  race. 

The  hours  of  Gethsemani 

Tread  out  their  brute  reduction, 

Until  is  left  at  last, 

Isolate, 

Like  a  kind  of  holy  light, 

The  absolute 

Essentiality  of  what  impels  there. 

And  nothing  more. 
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This  is  Love. 

The  final  thread,  the  ecstasy 

No  suffering  could  break. 

A  love  from  God  to  God  to  God, 

And  thence  to  man; 

Serene  diamond  ray 

All  the  Passion's  outrage 

Only  could  deepen. 

Nothing  could  scar  nor  smutch  it; 

In  the  proving  crucible 


gefhseraani  Nothing  could  make  it  less. 

There  was  indeed  an  angel, 
That  the  future  man  might  know 
At  the  asking  up  of  prayer 
An  angel  hovers  and  pulls  near. 
(In  man's  abject  desertion 
Angels  must  answer!) 
And  yet  one  dares  to  feel 
In  the  terrible  then-and-there 
Even  an  angel's  answer 
Was  unpreferred 
To  the  simple  human  cheer. 

But  that  was  not  to  be. 
Hillward  we  slept. 
In  the  earth  beneath  our  head 
The  gopher  shuddered 
And  drilled  on,  impervious. 
Let  the  fist  be  knuckled, 
Let  mobs  make  hubbub, 


And  in  the  listening  hills 

The  desert  foxes 

Lift  their  brigand-visaged  muzzles 

To  a  sun-blacked  sky. 

The  choice,  here  taken, 

May  not,  here  after, 

Ever  be  denied. 

All  has  been  earned, 

And  earned,  needs  but  be  emptied, 

A  work  which  waits  on  time, 

And  time  may  run  at  will 

That  here,  spent  of  the  malefic  incidence 

To  block,  deny  the  day, 

Wastens  all  fury  on  the  utter  flesh; 

The  future  is  secure. 

The  rooster 

Stiffens  his  hackle, 

Claws  the  gummy  rail. 

Down  near  his  blind  bird  heart 

Readies  that  terrible  cry. 
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Fresh  wind,  the  valley's  ^. 
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Long  conditioner, 

Freed  from  the  haft  of  midnight, 

Already  drums  the  rhythm  of  the  dawn. 

Far  down  its  length, 

Light-tipped  with  buds, 

It  quicks  and  dartles, 

Stirs  on  the  checks  of  vineyards, 
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Where  vine 

Reaches  to  vine, 

Each  twisted  on  its  stake. 

Ash  at  the  vineyard's  edge, 
Grey  ash  of  the  burnt 
Prunings  of  the  year, 
Pocked  with  the  dent  of  rain. 


And  when  upon  our  brows, 
gethseracmi  Each  year, 


The  immortal  Ash 

Marks  us  for  God; 

May  that  mark, 

Struck  on  the  declarative  face, 

The  written  Sign 

Of  this  nights  grim 

Agonization, 

Purge  us, 

Make  us  a  fit 

Habitat 

For  the  Bread 

And  for  the  Wine; 

Renew  us  in  the  eternal  Covenant, 

Launched  outward  in  His  members 

On  His  earthly  quest. 

Through  Him, 

Mankind  broke  out  of  History, 

Who  waited  in  the  Virgin's  womb 

The  nine  ages  of  His  knowledgeable  gestation, 


And  walked  on  flaming  feet, 

And  wrote  the  mark  of  liberation 

Everywhere  on  the  wondering  human  face. 

Let  the  ignorant  rooster 

Riddle  every  sunrise  with  his  cry. 

No  more  have  fear. 

Advent  is  past. 

Epiphany,  its  blazing 

Declaration  done. 

The  long  Lent  closes. 

Before  a  new  day  drops 

Man's  terrible  penance 

Will  be  lifted  from  his  back. 

And  now  the  night  alarms. 

Far  off  the  posse 

Gathers  its  torches  up, 

Unfolds 

Its  sullen  plan. 

Good  Friday  41 

Draws  like  a  scalpel 

^     ,  ,      r  aethsemam 

On  the  mordant 

Soul  of  man. 


'Be  not  as  the  horse  and  mule,  that  have  no  understanding." 

— Psalm  xxxi 


the  scReed  of  the  flesh 
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.  .  .  and  at  times, 
a  startled  bird,  flying  straight  through  their  field  of  vision, 
scrawls  the  Jar-stretching  screed  of  its  lonely  cry. 

— Rilke 


ICTZied  out  to  the  Lord 
That  the  Lord  might  open  the  wall  of  my  heart 
And  show  me  the  thing  I  am. 

All  of  my  life  I  walked  in  the  world 
But  I  had  not  understanding. 

All  of  my  life  I  gloried  self, 

Singing  the  glory  of  myself; 

I  let  the  exuberance  of  the  self,  the  passion  of  self, 

Serve  for  my  full  sufficiency. 

But  all  of  my  life  I  knew  not  what  I  was: 
The  thing  I  was,  it  had  not  understanding. 


It  ran  like  the  colt  in  the  field, 

That  takes  its  delight  in  the  pluckup  of  its  foot, 

In  the  looseness  of  its  mane; 

That  takes  its  pleasure  in  the  lift  of  knee, 

The  liquid  action  of  the  knee; 

And  has  no  end  except  its  running  as  its  end, 

Nor  asks  of  what  it  runs,  nor  where; 

But  runs,  and  takes  its  glory 

In  the  swiftness  of  its  run. 

So  I.  I  took  my  glory 

In  the  running  of  the  heart, 

Knowing  it  good; 

And  in  the  ranging  foot, 

And  in  the  dartling  sight, 

Knowing  them  good. 

And  darkled  my  days  with  ignorance. 

I  darkled  the  fields  of  my  childhood, 

The  country  roads  of  my  young  manhood, 

And  the  streets,  the  streets  of  my  full  maturity. 

All  these,  the  darkling  days  of  my  ignorance.  43 

And  did  run,  and  reveled  in  the  run. 

And  knew  not  where  I  ran,  nor  why, 

Nor  toward  what  thing  I  ran. 

I  ran,  but  I  had  not  understanding. 

As  the  greyhound  runs,  as  the  jackrabbit  runs  in  the  jimson; 
As  the  kestrel  flies,  as  the  swamphawk  flies  on  the  tules; 
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As  the  falcon  stoops  in  the  dawn,  as  the  owl  strikes  in  the  dusk; 
I  flew,  but  I  never  knew  the  face  of  the  Light  that  I  flew  in. 

Lord,  Lord,  as  the  coupling  horse,  as  the  bull  and  the  ram, 

Who  cover,  and  who  dispel  themselves  in  the  creature  of  their  kind, 

And  fall  back,  and  the  seed  of  their  kind  is  left  in  the  creature  of  their  kind, 

But  they  know  it  not:  the  waste  of  the  seed  of  the  self 

Stains  in  the  shaggy  hide,  and  they  know  it  not. 

I  stood  in  the  stain  of  my  own  seed  and  had  not  understanding. 

I  lay  in  the  coals  of  my  burning,  and  knew  but  that  I  was  burnt. 


scceed  I  had  not  understanding. 


And  when  I  stooped  to  drink  at  the  cistern  could  not  but  quench  my  thirst. 

Nor  when  I  ate  of  the  pomegranate,  nor  when  I  tasted  of  the  grape, 

(The  muscat  or  the  sultana,  the  malaga  or  the  black); 

When  I  crushed  in  my  mouth  the  fat  of  their  mast, 

Could  not,  could  not  but  eat.  Ate  only.  I  had  not  understanding. 

Nor  gave  I  thanks,  nor  the  thought  of  thanks, 

Nor  spoke  up,  ever,  my  debt  of  thanks,  as  each  day 

I  was  endebted,  as  each  day  I  could  only  be 

By  the  free  spilth  of  Thy  giving. 

Lord,  Lord,  I  ate,  but  I  had  not  understanding. 


JZor  how  shall  the  eater  who  eats  but  the  passable  thing  of  the  earth 
Be  filled  with  his  act  of  eating? 

Belly  will  fill;  blood  will  fill  of  the  eaten  thing;  body  will  fill. 
Bowels  will  fill  of  the  eaten  thing;  dung  be  given  back  to  the  earth 


That  the  eatable  thing  might  be. 

Earth  consumes  and  sea  consumes  and  the  element  of  air  consumes; 

So  shall  the  perishing  things  of  the  self  return  to  the  things  they  are. 

For  what  did  I  hope  of  this  thing  of  self  that  I  sought  to  give  it  glory? 
Did  I  think  this  lovely  thing  the  flesh  is  more  than  of  dung  that  is  dropped? 
Did  I  think  the  flight  of  the  hastening  foot,  the  lilt  in  it,  the  leap  that  is  there; 
Did  I  think  the  beautiful  breathing  of  runners  is  more  than  the  stain  of  their  sweat? 

For  the  earth  assumes  these  things  of  its  own,  taking  them  back. 

It  takes  up  the  things  of  which  it  is  made,  it  forever  recovers. 

Sea  recovers,  air  recovers  the  spending  breath  of  runners. 

Each  recovers  its  own;  each  receives  it  back. 

The  beauty  of  running  men  and  of  beasts,  the  gleam  of  the  horse  and  the  whippet; 

The  music  of  woman  in  motion,  that  wink  of  the  heel  and  the  arm, 

The  waist  that  is  supple  and  drawn — O  glory  of  earth 

In  the  pulse  of  the  carrying  knee!  O  glory  of  God-created  earth 

In  the  pace  of  the  fabled  ankles! 

These  are  the  things  we  have  as  the  earth,  as  the  shimmer  of  earth  has  our  love. 

And  these  the  earth  recovers,  for  these  are  the  things  of  its  own. 

All  these  does  the  earth  recover,  the  earth  and  the  air  and  the  sea;  each  assumes  them  back;        -4-^ 

Almost  as  if  they  were  never  meant  to  be  more  than  the  thing  they  were  made  of,  -*. 

Nothing  more  than  earth,  than  air,  nor  anything  more  than  sea. 

As  if  the  earth  begrudged  them,  and  badly  wanted  them  back. 

As  the  earth  wants  back  the  ash  of  the  grass  in  the  smoking  fields  of  October, 

When  the  sun-struck  face  of  the  hill  is  burnt  to  make  for  the  pastures  of  spring; 

As  the  earth  wants  back  the  black  on  the  rocks  when  the  hill  is  burnt  for  pasture. 

There  the  bull's  head  falls  on  the  stubble,  the  bone  of  the  bull  is  tossed; 

The  sheep's  head  gleams  on  the  hill  where  the  skulking  cougar  dropped  it; 


The  bones  lie  white  and  scattered,  the  slotted  hooves  lie  thrown. 

(And  the  dawn  coyotes 

Snuff  them,  and  pass 

Over  them,  and  are  gone. 

They  go  like  smoke  in  the  thickets. 

The  hunger  of  beasts 

Snuffs  dried  bone  on  the  hill; 


For  the  hunger  of  beasts 
^■*0  Is  filled  with  the  flesh  of  beasts, 

scceed  But  the  flesh  of  the  beast  will  fade. 

The  hunger  of  beasts  will  find  no  filling 
When  the  flesh  of  the  beast  is  gone.) 


I  lay  on  the  hill  as  a  beast  of  the  hill  which  I  knew  as  the  hill  beast  knows. 

I  sang  as  the  linnet,  that  sings  from  a  throbbing  pride  of  self 

Just  to  be  singing.  I  sang  as  a  bird,  that  bursts  with  a  bigness  of  heart, 

And  makes  it  to  sing,  nor  ever  asks  of  the  source  of  its  song, 

But  sings  for  the  singing.  I  sang  on  the  steepness  of  the  hill 

Nor  knew  why  I  sang. 

Lord,  Lord,  I  sang,  but  I  had  not  understanding. 
Lord,  Lord,  I  sang,  but  the  mouth  of  my  soul  was  shut. 


the  mouth  of  my  soul  was  utterly  stopped  with  the  wadded  rag  of  my  self, 

As  the  truthful  man  who  would  speak  of  truth  is  gagged  and  kept  from  speaking; 

As  the  mouth  of  a  man  of  terrible  truths  is  stuffed  with  a  wad  of  rags, 

So  I  gagged  my  soul  with  the  stuff  of  self,  I  gagged  it  and  led  it  away. 

I  took  it  down  to  the  cellars  of  self  where  the  ear  of  the  mind  is  deaf; 


To  the  clay  and  earthy  walls  of  my  pride  where  the  sewer  sucked  in  the  dark; 
Where  the  gross  spore  lurked  on  the  table  and  the  lewd  spore  throve  underfoot; 
Where  the  rat-wad  dried  on  the  dish  and  the  mouse  print  slept  in  the  dust; 
Where  the  things  of  the  self  were  wholly  contained  in  the  world  of  its  own  creation, 
There  did  I  gag  the  truthful  voice  that  it  might  not  ever  be  heard. 

I  had  a  savior  in  my  soul 

But  I  riddled  his  brow  with  prickles. 

I  had  a  good  redeemer 

But  I  nailed  him  to  a  post. 

And  I  threw  his  body  down  in  the  dark  that  the  drains  might  drain  it  away, 

That  the  restless  sea  might  eat  of  it  and  the  eating  earth  erase, 

That  the  death  air  of  the  cellar  might  wholly  dispel  its  voice. 

For  the  earth  and  the  air  and  the  salt  of  the  sea  will  take  of  their  own  and  dispel  it, 

The  things  that  are  truly  of  their  own,  each  will  surely  dispel. 

And  I  gave  that  good  redeemer  up  for  the  act  of  their  dispelling. 

But  earth  and  air  would  not  dispel,  nor  the  sharp-set  salt  of  the  sea. 

None  of  these  would  dispel  him,  on  him  they  would  not  work. 

For  the  leaching  acids  within  the  earth,  they  would  not  eat  of  my  soul, 

Nor  would  the  salt  sea  stanch  it,  nor  would  the  air  erode. 

The  very  iron  of  earth  they  eat,  the  hard  gem  and  the  agate;  /\  "7 

But  the  soul  that  I  sank  in  the  drains  of  self,  on  this  they  would  not  eat. 

1  scceed 

But  it  rose  from  the  swirling  dust,  it  rose  from  the  salt  of  the  sea; 
It  walked  on  the  swirling  water,  it  stood  on  the  sound  of  the  sea. 
And  the  air  made  room  to  pass  it,  the  raw  air  turned  aside; 
The  wind  it  would  not  take  it,  the  air  it  let  it  be. 

It  said:  O  one  not  made  of  matter,  on  you  I  hold  no  claim! 
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And  the  earth  cried  out,  and  the  sea  cried,  and  the  salts  of  the  earth,  they  cried; 
The  acids  that  are  of  earth,  they  cried;  they  cried,  and  they  would  not  eat. 
I  sank  my  soul  in  the  salt  of  the  sea,  and  the  very  sea  disclaimed  it. 


And  gave  it  back, 
Casting  it. 
As  at  the  recession 
Of  the  waters 
The  live  thing 
Lay  on  the  edge  of  the  sea. 
scceed  And  the  sea  lapped  it, 

And  it  lifted, 
It  put  up  its  head; 
As  the  worm, 
Knocked  out  of  the  apple, 
Lifts  up  its  head. 
So  did  it  lift. 


So  did  it  lift  up  its  own  limp  head 

And  open  its  own  blear  eye. 

The  soul  that  was  given  back  from  the  sea 

Looked  up,  to  know  itself  not  of  the  dead. 

The  soul  looked  up  from  the  slime  of  the  self 

And  opened  its  own  blear  eye, 

Crying: 

Spare  Thou,  O  God,  the  thing  that  I  am, 
Ana1  give  me  to  know  my  condition! 

Lord,  Lord,  I  cried  in  my  heart 
For  I  had  not  understanding. 


JZor  I  never  had  been  of  His  knowledge,  nor  was  I  yet  of  His  way, 

Nor  knew  His  way  was  the  way  of  man,  and  His  way  the  way  of  the  soul. 

For  I  saw  not  other  than  the  horse  or  the  mule,  and  these  have  not  understanding. 

I  suffered  but  as  the  suffering  mule,  and  sweat  as  the  field  horse  sweats, 

Who  all  day  long  must  plod  in  the  field,  and  know  not  why  he  drives, 

But  surely  the  bit  will  break  his  jaw,  save  but  that  he  drives. 

And  the  sweat  of  the  horse  makes  a  salt  on  him  that  dries  in  the  bleaching  sun, 

So  my  sweat  made  stiff  the  garment  of  soul  with  the  stiffening  salt  of  the  self. 

And  I  labored,  and  I  did  lift,  I  trudged  as  the  field  horse  trudges. 
I  sweated  beside  the  sweating  horse  and  the  two  sweats  fell  together. 
And  I  saw  there  was  no  distinction,  we  were  made  as  one  in  our  sweat. 
And  I  loved  the  horse  as  I  loved  myself,  for  our  sweat  had  proved  us  one. 

And  I  rose  up  from  my  coupling,  with  my  seed  that  dried  on  my  flesh; 

And  I  saw  the  horse  in  his  couple,  and  his  seed,  it  also  dried. 

We  poured  out  our  sweat  and  our  seed,  and  this  had  proved  us  one. 

I  held  myself  but  as  the  horse,  and  was  content  in  his  lot, 

To  sweat  in  the  leather  and  bite  the  bit,  and  turn  to  salt  of  the  earth; 

As  the  salt  of  my  sweat  fell  down  on  the  earth,  with  the  salt  of  the  earth  made  one; 

As  the  salt  of  the  horse  fell  down  and  was  one  with  the  single  salt  of  the  earth; 

When  the  horse,  his  knees  failed  of  driving,  lay  down  and  died  on  the  earth; 

That  the  earth  and  the  air  might  have  him,  that  the  sea  might  assume  him  back;  4- -9 

So  did  I  stop  the  mouth  of  my  soul  and  lay  it  down  by  the  horse. 

For  I  loved  the  horse  as  I  loved  the  earth,  and  the  soul  I  would  give  back. 

But  the  earth  would  not  assume  it,  the  sea  would  not,  nor  the  air. 

Lord,  Lord,  I  lay  my  soul  on  the  empty  earth, 
For  I  had  not  understanding. 


scceed 


so 


Qnd  what  was  the  meaning  of  my  soul 

That  was  no  thing  of  the  earth? 

That  was  no  thing  of  the  volatile  air 

And  nothing  of  the  sea? 

For  nowhere  that  I  probed  and  looked 

Could  I  find  for  its  last  place. 

It  was  not  made  for  this  earthly  earth, 

It  was  not  made  for  this  sea. 

And  I  cried  to  the  Lord  that  He  show  me  the  thin< 


scceed  That  truly  He  meant  me  to  be: 

Made  me  a  thing  to  live  on  earth, 
But  somehow  not  be  of  it. 

Made  me  of  earth  and  eating  earth, 
And  somehow  not  be  of  it. 

To  in  time  lie  down  as  the  horse  lies  down, 
But  never  to  be  of  it. 

Given  back  as  the  mule  is  given, 
But  never  end  within  it. 

I  cried  to  the  Lord 

That  the  Lord  might  show  me  the  thing  I  am. 

He  showed  me  my  soul! 


the  massacRe  of  the  boLy  innocents 


It  CDQS  well  in  the  season  of  the  midwinter  rains 
But  they  had  withheld;  and  in  consequence 
The  land  lay  naked  under  a  frost: 
Day  sky  rilled  with  a  frozen  light 
Weakly  out  of  the  south, 
And  the  night  sky  quick  with  stars;  £•]_ 

So  that  we  rode,  that  morning, 

.      ,        i  i    r  massacne 

In  the  sharp  hours  berore  sun-up, 

Well-buttoned;  and  the  raw  air, 

Rare  with  frost,  bit  hard  at  our  faces. 

We  took  the  way  through  the  vineyards, 

And  in  the  first  of  the  light 

Saw  that  the  vines  were  mostly  unpruned, 

Matted  under  the  summer  canes, 
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Each  huddling  its  stake; 
But  some  of  the  vineyards  were  half-pruned, 
The  one  part  rough  with  the  thick 
Disorder  of  natural  growth,  the  other  part 
Neat  and  tidy  with  human  care; 
And  somehow  this  was  a  consolation. 
All  the  valley  lay  stretched  and  whitened  about  us 
Under  the  tenseness  of  frost, 
And  the  shaggy-backed  farm  dogs 
Bayed  our  passage  along  the  road. 
massacce  At  sun-up  we  came  to  the  miserable  place 

We  knew  for  our  destination, 
And  there  deployed,  variously,  in  squads, 
Some  to  go  here,  some  there, 
Among  the  mean  dwellings  of  the  place; 
And  among  the  dwellings  that  bordered  the  place; 
And  from  these  dwellings 
Removed  that  which  we  came  to  secure; 
And  in  the  little  plaza, 
Before  the  eyes  of  the  inhabitants, 
We  did  what  we  were  sent  there  to  do, 
So  they  might  thenceforth  remember  that  kingships 
Are  not  sprouted  like  mushrooms,  overnight, 
From  the  backyards  of  villages. 

For  that  was  the  day  we  were  sent  out  to  kill  a  king. 

We  thought  it  a  joke. 

Among  those  hovels,  those  inhabitants, 

It  seemed  a  joke.  But  when  it  was  done 

It  seemed  no  longer  a  joke.  Something  there  was, 


Under  the  swordblades,  unspeakable; 

Some  surging  qualification, 

That  stung  out  of  the  spilt  blood, 

And  swept  through  the  welter  of  circumstance 

Where  we  stooped  and  butchered. 

How  many  centuries  of  forgiveness 

Burst  out  of  the  hems  of  the  split  tunics? 

How  many  decades  of  prayers  were  to  go  up  to  God 

For  the  murderous  hand  that  was  not  ever  held? 

Wherever  we  walked  thereafter  History  marked  us. 

No  matter  where  we  drowsed,  scratching  our  sleeves 

In  the  tawny  light  of  September; 

No  matter  what  water  we  drank  of, 

Watching  the  leaf  offshore  in  the  plucking  eddy; 

No  matter  what  dreams  of  grandeur 

Ennobled  our  sleep  on  the  straw  ticks  of  our  barracks, 

History  stood  by  our  side  and  said:  these  are  the  ones. 

We  died,  for  the  most,  years  later, 

Scattered,  in  other  legions,  under  other  swordblades; 

And  in  the  aftermath  of  death  we  found  our  clarification, 

Which  is  a  terrible  thing,  to  know  how  wrong  you  have  been, 

And  remains  the  strictest  part  of  the  torture.  ^5 

massacrze 

We  rode  back,  that  day,  with  the  sun 

Moved  into  the  south,  and  everywhere 
The  vine-dressers  were  well  at  work, 
To  gather  the  prunings  up  of  the  vines 
To  be  burnt.  The  tall  columns  of  smoke 
Ascended  about  us  into  the  subdued 
Magnificence  of  the  winter  sky. 


tXJOO  I 


In  the  crzucible... 


a  canffcLe  to  the  ujatenbirzds 

Written  for  the  Feast  of  Saint  Francis  of  Assisi,  lgjo 

CL.QCK  your  beaks  you  cormorants  and  kittiwakes, 
North  on  those  rock-croppings  finger- jutted  into  the  rough  Pacific  surge; 
You  migratory  terns  and  pipers  who  leave  but  the  temporal  clawtrack  written  on  sandbars  there  of  your  presence; 
Grebes  and  pelicans;  you  comber-picking  scoters  and  you  shorelong  gulls; 
All  you  keepers  of  the  coastline  north  of  here  to  the  Mendocino  beaches; 
All  you  beyond  upon  the  cliff-face  thwarting  the  surf  at  Hecate  Head; 
Hovering  the  under-surge  where  the  cold  Columbia  grapples  at  the  bar; 
North  yet  to  the  Sound,  whose  islands  float  like  a  sown  flurry  of  chips  upon  the  sea: 
Break  wide  your  harsh  and  salt-encrusted  beaks  unmade  for  song 
And  say  a  praise  up  to  the  Lord. 

And  you  freshwater  egrets  east  in  the  flooded  marshlands  skirting  the  sea-level  rivers, 

white  one-legged  watchers  of  shallows; 

Broad-headed  kingfishers  minnow-hunting  from  willow  stems  on  meandering  valley  sloughs; 

You  too,  you  herons,  blue  and  supple-throated,  stately,  taking  the  air  majestical  §7 

in  the  sunflooded  San  Joaquin, 
x-,      t-       j  l  i     j      •        r  1  i  •  1         r  coat eEbicds 

Urading  down  on  your  belted  wings  from  the  upper  lights  or  sunset, 

Mating  over  the  willow  clumps  or  where  the  flatwater  rice  fields  shimmer; 

You  killdeer,  high  night-criers,  far  in  the  moon-suffusion  sky; 

Bitterns,  sand-waders,  all  shore-walkers,  all  roost-keepers, 

Populates  of  the  'dobe  cliffs  of  the  Sacramento: 

Open  your  water- dartling  beaks, 

And  make  a  praise  up  to  the  Lord. 


For  you  hold  the  heart  of  His  mighty  fastnesses, 

And  shape  the  life  of  His  indeterminate  realms. 

You  are  everywhere  on  the  lonesome  shores  of  His  wide  creation. 

You  keep  seclusion  where  no  man  may  go,  giving  Him  praise; 

Nor  may  a  woman  come  to  lift  like  your  cleaving  flight  her  clear  contralto  song 

To  honor  the  spindrift  gifts  of  His  soft  abundance. 

You  sanctify  His  hermitage  rocks  where  no  holy  priest  may  kneel  to  adore,  nor  holy  nun  assist; 

And  where  his  true  communion-keepers  are  not  enabled  to  enter. 
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And  well  may  you  say  His  praises,  birds,  for  your  ways 
ct>ateKbit2ds         Are  verved  with  the  secret  skills  of  His  inclinations, 

And  your  habits  plaited  and  rare  with  the  subdued  elaboration  of  his  intricate  craft; 

Your  days  intent  with  the  direct  astuteness  needful  for  His  outworking, 

And  your  nights  alive  with  the  dense  repose  of  His  infinite  sleep. 

You  are  His  secretive  charges  and  you  serve  His  secretive  ends, 

In  His  clouded  mist-conditioned  stations,  in  His  murk, 

Obscure  in  your  matted  nestings,  immured  in  His  limitless  ranges. 

He  makes  you  penetrate  through  dark  interstitial  joinings  of  His  thicketed  kingdoms, 

And  keep  your  concourse  in  the  deeps  of  His  shadowed  world. 

Your  ways  are  wild  but  earnest,  your  manners  grave, 

Your  customs  carefully  schooled  to  the  note  of  His  serious  mien. 

You  hold  the  prime  condition  of  His  clean  creating, 

And  the  swift  compliance  with  which  you  serve  His  minor  means 

Speaks  of  the  constancy  with  which  you  hold  Him. 

For  what  is  your  high  flight  forever  going  home  to  your  first  beginnings, 

But  such  a  testament  to  your  devotion.' 

You  hold  His  outstretched  world  beneath  your  wings,  and  mount  upon  His  storms, 

And  keep  your  sheer  wind-lidded  sight  upon  the  vast  perspectives  of  His  mazy  latitudes. 


But  mostly  it  is  your  way  you  bear  existence  wholly  within  the  context  of  His  utter  will  and  are  untroubled. 

Day  upon  day  you  do  not  reckon,  nor  scrutinize  tomorrow,  nor  multiply  the  nightfalls  with  a  rash  concern, 

But  rather  assume  each  instant  as  warrant  sufficient  of  His  final  seal. 

Wholly  in  Providence  you  spring,  and  when  you  die  you  look  on  death  in  clarity  unflinched, 

Go  down,  a  clutch  of  feather  ragged  upon  the  brush; 

Or  drop  on  water  where  you  briefly  lived,  found  food, 

And  now  yourselves  made  food  for  His  deep  current-keeping  fish,  and  then  are  gone: 

Is  left  but  the  pinion-feather  spinning  a  bit  on  the  uproil 

Where  lately  the  dorsal  cut  clear  air. 

You  leave  a  silence.  And  this  for  you  suffices,  who  are  not  of  the  ceremonials  of  man, 

And  hence  are  not  made  sad  to  now  forgo  them. 

Yours  is  of  another  order  of  being,  and  wholly  it  compels. 

But  may  you,  birds,  utterly  seized  in  Gods  supremacy, 

Austerely  living  under  His  austere  eye — 

Yet  may  you  teach  a  man  a  necessary  thing  to  know, 

Which  has  to  do  of  the  strict  conformity  that  creaturehood  entails, 

And  constitutes  the  prime  commitment  all  things  share. 

For  God  has  given  you  the  imponderable  grace  to  be  His  verification, 

Outside  the  mulled  incertitude  of  our  forensic  choices; 

That  you,  our  lessers  m  the  rich  hegemony  of  Being, 

May  serve  as  testament  to  what  a  creature  is,  $Q 

And  what  creation  owes.  , 

toafeKbicos 

Curlews,  stilts  and  scissortails,  beachcomber  gulls, 

Wave-haunters,  shore-keepers,  rockhead-holders,  all  cape-top  vigilantes, 

Now  give  God  praise. 

Send  up  the  strict  articulation  of  vour  throats, 

And  say  His  name. 


the  encounterz 
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|y  IorS  came  to  me 
in  the  deep  of  night; 
O  C-/  The  sullen  dark  was  wounded  with  His  name. 

encounter  I  was  as  woman  made  before  His  eyes; 

My  nakedness  was  as  a  secret  shame. 
I  was  a  thing  of  flesh  for  His  despise; 
I  was  a  nakedness  before  His  sight. 

My  Lord  came  to  me  in  my  depth  of  dross; 
I  was  as  woman  made  and  hung  with  shame. 
His  lip  sucked  up  the  marrow  of  my  mind, 
And  all  my  body  burned  to  bear  His  name. 
Upon  my  heart  He  placed  His  pouring  pain; 
I  hung  upon  Him  as  the  albatross 
Hangs  on  the  undering  gale  and  is  sustained. 

My  Lord  came  to  me  and  I  knew,  I  knew. 

I  was  a  uselessness  and  yet  He  came 

Shafted  of  the  center  of  the  sun. 

I  was  a  nakedness  and  was  of  shame; 

I  was  a  nothingness  and  unbegun. 

The  look  He  leaned  upon  me  lit  me  through. 


My  Lord  came  to  me  in  my  own  amaze; 

My  body  burned  and  that  was  of  my  shame. 

I  who  was  too  impure  to  meet  His  gaze 

Bent  beneath  the  impress  of  His  name. 

He  broke  beyond  the  burning  and  the  blame, 

And  burned  the  blame  to  make  that  pain  of  praise. 

My  Lord  went  from  me  and  I  could  not  be. 
I  fell  through  altitudes  of  leveled  light, 
As,  shaken  into  space  from  his  mast-tree, 
The  lookout  falls  unto  the  patient  sea, 
Falling  forever  through  Time's  windless  flight 
To  meet  the  waters  of  eternity. 


61 

encounter* 


a  penitential  psalm 

"As  eyes  weakened  and  clouded  by  humors  suffer  pain  when  the  clear  light 
heats  upon  them,  so  the  soul  hy  reason  of  its  impurity  suffers  exceedingly 
when  the  Divine  Light  really  shines  upon  it.  And  when  the  rays  of  this 
pure  light  really  shine  upon  the  soul  in  order  to  expel  its  impurities,  the 
soul  perceives  itself  to  be  so  unclean  and  miserable  that  it  seems  as  if  God 
a^  q  had  set  Himself  against  it,  and  it  itself  were  set  against  God.   The  soul 

seeing  distinctly  in  this  bright  and  pure  light,  though  dimly,  its  own  im- 
psaLra  purity,  acknowledges  its  own  unworthiness  before  God  and  all  creatures." 

— The  Dark  Night  of  the  Soul,  St.  John  of  the  Cross. 


CTZime  of  my  corruptness!  When  will  it  find  a  cease? 
For  look:  I  was  conceived  in  iniquities,  )  _    , 
.,..,.,  ,  \  }  Psalm  50 

And  in  sins  did  my  mother  conceive  me!  ) 

Rash  Eve,  secretive,  in  the  pelt  of  luxury  engendered; 

Struck  forward  through  the  mortal  loins,  eternal  taint; 

To  the  very  soul,  steeped;  in  stealth,  stained; 

With  sweat,  by  the  body's  saltness,  streaked. 

O  coarse-grained  soul!  O  crudity!  O  thing  of  trash! 

When  will  the  all-comprehending  God,  offended, 

Make  it  right?  Expunge,  eradicate  from  time? 

Have  but  a  purity  of  nothingness  where  once  was  I? 

Not  ever?  Then  burn!  O  bring  a  terrible  breath  to  blow 

Through  every  fluting  of  the  rude  worm-driven  flesh! 

Braise  to  the  bone!  I  suffer 

A  day  of  dread  in  what  I  am!  I  beg 

The  cleanly  thing  I  could  become! 


hospice  of  the  ajoxzb 


Maurin  House,  Fifth  &  Washington,  Oakland 

IT2  "CYlG  ventless  room, 
Over  the  beds  at  the  hour  of  rising, 
Hangs  now  the  smother  and  stench  of  the  crude  flesh; 
And  at  the  grimed  sink 
We  fill  the  basin  of  our  mutual  use, 
Where  our  forty  faces,  rinsed  daily, 
Leaves  each  its  common  trace. 

Is  it  then  in  this? 

In  this  alone,  then,  that  we  find  our  oneness? 
Who  never  in  cleanliness,  never  in  purity 
Have  ever  truly  met? 
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0  my  brothers!  Each  brings  his  sin-deformed  face 

t     (.  it    •  ui     l  hospice 

1  o  the  greasy  pan!  Is  it  not  a  terrible  thing 

To  come  upon  our  lives,  here  in  each  other? 

In  the  inalienable  commonality  of  our  grosser  selves? 

And  found  there,  that  sign  and  testimonial 

Of  our  secret  hearts!  Could  it  not  have  been  other? 

A  true  revealment  of  the  soul's  intent, 

A  freer  gift,  welcomed,  and  most  dear? 


64 

hospice 


Far  off,  in  clefted  rocks  and  dells,  the  springwater 
Throbs  out  the  faultless  pulse  of  earth, 
A  lucent  flow. 

And  God's  sheer  daylight 
Pours  through  our  shafted  sky 
To  proffer  again 
The  still  occasion  of  His  grace 
Where  we  might  meet  each  other. 
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t)ut  the  stain  remains,  ubiquitous,  under  the  thumb, 

In  the  crease  of  the  knuckle  or  about  the  wrist, 

Or  there  where  the  lice-suck  leaves  its  tracing  along  the  rib. 

As  I  too,  at  night  undressing,  my  body,  its  odor 

Lifts  like  a  sigh  of  the  utter  flesh: 

The  common  breath  of  the  poor. 

"Could  it  not  have  been  other?" 
Moan  of  the  scrupulous  self, 
Wrung  outcry  of  the  oppressed  heart 
Thrown  back  to  God. 

But  how  else  and  where? 

Not  in  the  urbane  apartments,  surely, 

The  suburban  mansions, 

Nor  the  luxurious  hotels. 


For  in  the  crucible  of  revulsion 

Love  is  made  whole.  St.  Francis 

Ran  on  gooseflesh  toward  the  leper's  sore: 

He  saw  His  God.  Improbable  and  rare, 

Most  priceless  ingredient, 

It  lurks  behind  the  stubble  beards; 

And  night  after  night,  under  the  hovering  breath  of  hundreds, 

It  is  there;  and  morning  after  morning, 

In  the  innominate  faces  soused  at  the  shallow  pan, 

That  in  this  has  become  like  that  makeshift  dish 

Seized  up  in  haste  without  foreknowledge 

That  April  afternoon,  toward  three, 

When  the  oblique  lance,  upthrust, 

Unloosed  the  floodgates  of  the  Redemption — 

How  many  faces,  rinsed  there, 

Might  rise,  like  mine,  from  the  Bloodbath, 

Almost  whole?  The  bowl  where  Pilate 

Damped  his  mincing  fingers  and  the  immortal  Dish 

Under  the  crossbeam,  merge  here,  where  the  Christ-gaze 

Focusses  and  holds.  Of  love,  tortured  and  serene, 

It  stares  from  the  visage  of  all  men, 

Unsanctioning,  its  immense  pity  and  its  terrible  grief/  6§ 

Or  there  on  the  nail  above  the  sink  . 

Where  the  townswoman's  culled  linen,  smutched, 

Gives  back  the  Divine  Face! 

How  many  times  each  day  is  not  that  impetuous  brow 

Thrusted  into  my  sight,  saying  always: 

"Not  these  but  this.  Look!  It  is  I!" 

O  Lord  and  Sacrificed  I  turn  to  meet, 


But  the  dead  sin  of  the  inordinate  self 
Tentacles  my  heart!  Take  now  my  wrong! 

And  very  fast,  a  movement 
Shifting  forthright  through  the  nimbus 
Of  a  veiled  withholdance,  His  look 
Lances,  and  His  unbelievable  mouth, 
Torrent  of  joy,  pressed  home, 
Shudders  the  rapt  heart. 


/ 


Out  of  the  ash... 


a  jabfLee  [on  st.  pet erz  mantyrz 

St.  Peter  Martyr,  one  of  the  first  Dominicans,  was  murdered  by  the  Cathari, 
a  sect  oj  the  Manichean  heresy,  in  southern  Italy,  in  li6z.  Struck  down, 
he  dipped  his  finger  in  his  blood,  and  wrote  upon  the  ground  the  words: 
Credo  in  Unum  Deum. 

be   llOed  the  long  gestation  of  the  Word, 
That  was  the  birth  that  drove  him. 
His  death  approaching  out  of  his  earliest  years 
Grew  in  him  toward  an  ultimate  emergence 
His  every  act  must  verify,  his  whole  speech  affirm: 
City  to  city  the  stamp  of  recognition 
Struck  on  the  consciousness  of  men. 
Everywhere  the  luminous  delineation  of  the  Real 
Swept  him  in  the  seizure  of  its  power. 
How  could  he  rest  until  the  truth  were  told 
Though  the  Truth  surpasses  telling? 
But  there  were  those  who  knew 

What  a  thousand  vain  equivocations  never  could  contradict 

One  stroke  of  the  billhook  could.  69 

Up  from  the  bugling  heart 

The  testament  that  was  his  total  life,  ' 

But  seemed  to  him  no  more  than  a  thin 
Beginning-to-be-heard,  was  stifled  in  his  throat. 
And  the  great  speechlessness  at  last  upon  him, 
An  agony  of  death  and  deliverance  grappling  in  his  bones, 
He  wetted  the  waning  finger  with  his  blood, 
And  in  the  blindness  of  the  dust, 
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As  on  the  obdurate  heart  of  man, 
Gravened  with  his  passion  and  his  love, 
He  there  set  down  his  creed. 

Springtime  broke  north.  In  backwater  dells 
The  late-gone  brant  has  left  but  the  moulted  pinion-feather 
Sodden  beside  the  stone,  half  earth  already. 
Deep  in  the  hen  quail's  teeming  orifice 
The  male  bird's  volatile  faculty 
Achieves  its  provenance;  and  the  procreant  shad 
jubilee  Thrusts  its  roe  out  in  the  siltbeds  of  its  birth. 

All  things — Instinct  and  Idea, 
The  fleshseed  and  the  soul, 
Nature  and  Supernature  in  the  single  grasp, 
Oned  in  the  mighty  impulse — all  things 
Seek  source.  His  great  heart's  bursting  cry, 
Froth-choked  and  gulped  with  air, 
Floated  toward  Paradise, 

But  his  soul  gleamed  there.  And  there  his  stunned  sight, 
That  stared  about  him  as  he  weakly  roused, 
Perceived  old  friendships  in  the  hosted  dead 
Wreathed  round  in  welcome;  as  mothers  might, 
Back  from  the  birth-death  darkness, 
Open  their  eyes  into  the  floating  faces  of  their  kin, 
And  have  no  words,  only  they  reach,  frail-handed, 
Clasping  and  reaching,  and  all 
Weep  welcome  . . . 

O  hosts  and  angels!  Multitudes  of  joy! 
Dominions  and  Thrones  and  Principalities! 


God,  who  tempers  all  the  angels  in  His  gaze, 

Has  swept  him  there.  The  great  Eye,  radiant, 

From  out  Whose  scopeless  orb  all  being  pours, 

Prints  now  His  final  impress  on  His  saint. 

How  speak  for  Peter  Martyr?  Name  his  griefs? 

Who  now  may  pity  him  his  poor  cleft  skull? 

Back  there,  the  immortal  oath  he  had  no  strength  to  say, 

But  quickened  with  his  passion  in  the  dust, 

Gathers  behind  him  at  the  narrow  Gate. 

But  his  new  eyes,  opened  unto  Life,  look  only  in. 

Deeper  than  the  deep  star-mackerelled  night 

The  fugal  ranks  of  angels  have  drawn  back, 

And  the  fiery  Seraphim  no  more  for  a  moment 

Pass  and  repass  before  the  imponderable  Face. 

Gathering  up  his  dazed  divested  wits, 

Still  half-involved  in  the  urgence  of  his  act, 

Mute  Peter  tries  to  finish  his  great  say. 

It  is  not  needful.  But  the  round  O  of  faith, 

Begun  back  there  before  the  billhook  cropped  it, 

Is  fashioned  in  his  face. 

As  on  the  very  instant  of  its  birth, 

Its  lung  as  yet  sealed  off  from  the  loud  ~Z~\ 

Intercourse  of  earth,  the  infant 

Mouths  for  a  wail,  but  makes  none:  * 

So  hangs  his  soul — 

Until,  merged  in  that  last  earth-parted  cry, 
That  now,  like  the  long  articulation  of  his  love 
Arrives  around  him,  there  swells  in  heaven's  hush 
The  uncontainable  tumult  of  his  joy! 


"This  man,  if  he  were  a  prophet,  would  surely  know 

who  and  what  manner  of  woman  this  is  that  toucheth  him." 


a  sauageHy  of  Lot»e 
72. 

maadalene  -^  Canticle  for  the  Feast  of  St.  Mary  Magdalene, 

Protectress  of  the  Dominican  Order,  igjz. 


SpVZ\T2Qf  and  the  paired  year: 
Summer  and  winter  clasp  at  the  equinox. 
On  the  slopes  of  Palestine 

Wild  mustard  casts  out  its  spilth  through  a  surge  of  green. 
Remote,  primordial,  sunken  in  the  jungles  of  their  superstition 
The  unimaginable  continents  dream  violently  on, 
Awaiting  discoverers. 

Earth,  and  the  mystic  enterprise; 

The  drama  of  the  soul 

Enacted  out  on  the  framework  of  the  passions; 

The  animal  nature 

Contained  in  the  thrust  and  seizure  of  its  great  demand. 

Soul  and  the  search, 

Struck  across  at  the  level  of  the  flesh; 


The  crux,  twain-joined, 

Two  polarities  athwart, 

Fused  at  the  center: 

Body  and  soul;  male  and  female,  active  and  passive. 

Golgatha,  dead  skull  of  the  world, 

Crowned  above  with  the  isolate  Tree  of  Life. 

High  overhead  the  eagles,  mating, 

Circle  into  the  sun  and  join  there: 

Four  wings,  one  cross. 


In  the  spring  of  the  year  the  Magdalene 

Crouched  at  the  trodden  foot  of  that  Tree, 

Grief-tree,  tree  of  the  desolation. 

Below,  the  foot  soldier 

Shuffed  his  feet  in  the  dust  of  the  sun 

And  leaned  on  his  lance. 

What  is  this?  Some  streetwoman,  up  from  the  alleys, 

Fallen  under  the  falling  cross, 

Her  garments  smeared  with  the  spittle  of  mobs? 

No  streetwoman.  That  flesh  has  burned  the  bed  of  dukes.  7^3 

She  hides  her  hands  for  they  bleed:  _     , 

xt  1  111  raagdalene 

None  can  see  the  wounds  on  her  knees. 

But  there  is  plainly  seen 

The  welt  on  her  face  where  the  guard  struck  her  down. 

Beautiful  with  the  beauty  of  women 

Disfigured  in  love  and  bereavement, 

Defiant  of  jeers, 

The  fierce  defiance  a  love  is  at  bay. 


A  love  savage  as  sin. 
What  has  such  love  to  do  with  such  sin 
Save  that  both  are  total,  both  terrible? 
Crying  out  under  the  crossbeam  in  the  totality  of  her  love, 
Whose  nights  went  by  in  the  fierce  totality  of  her  stain? 
Forgiven  much  because  she  loved  much, 
Who  is  this,  the  muchness  of  whose  love 
Outmatched  the  muchness  of  her  sin? 
Profane  mistress  of  men 
*  ^"  Made  in  the  pierce  of  her  contrition 

magdalene  Bride  of  the  very  Christ? 

A  savagery  of  love. 

What  else  may  be  said  for  it, 

In  its  own  extremity, 

Bloody  with  excess, 

The  fragility  of  the  flesh 

Subservient  now  to  a  perfect  demand? 

Northward  the  Mediterranean 

Sloshed  all  night  through  its  sea  closures, 

And  the  saline  albatross 

Brought  the  trireme  home. 

Golgatha,  flecked  with  flints, 

Rooted  about  with  scrub  grasses 

And  the  vast  seeds  of  Israel. 

The  savagery  of  the  great  Christ-cry 

Outcried  from  the  cross, 

Thirsting  for  love. 

What  thirst  in  the  wounds  made  for  love 

Like  the  mark  of  the  kiss 


Left  on  the  hands  of  lovers, 

Each  for  each? 

What  is  this  readiment  for  love 

But  a  shuddering  nakedness, 

The  seamless  robe  divested, 

Torn  violently  off, 

Where  the  soul  gazes  out  of  its  deep  tranquility 

And  waits  for  the  wound? 

The  lance  lives  for  the  wound, 

The  wound  lives  for  the  lance: 

They  are  made  for  each  other. 

This  is  the  passion  engendered  together. 

This  is  the  pang  the  Groom  brings  to  the  Bride. 

This  is  the  peace 

The  Bride  fulfills  in  the  Groom. 


In  the  spring  of  the  year 

The  Magdalene  crouched  at  the  earth-trampled  cross 

And  kissed  that  blood.  O  chaste  mouth  7£ 

Defiled  once  by  a  rush  of  savage  kisses,  ,     , 

,  i      1/  i       i      6  r  1  raagdalene 

What  is  the  thirst  in  the  chasteness  or  a  mouth 

The  sudden  touch  of  limitless  grace 

Has  made  so  pure? 


Over  your  head  the  Christflesh, 
Whipwounded,  bleeds  from  its  total  bruise. 
Is  your  sin  seen  now,  Magdalene? 


magdalene 


You  had  no  modesty  in  your  heart, 
Stripped  in  the  exultation  of  the  flesh. 
Clothed  now  in  a  Modesty 
No  profane  eye  ever  may  pierce, 
You  too  take  share  in  the  stripping  of  the  cross; 
You  too  take  share  in  the  fierce  exposure 
Between  the  love  of  God  and  the  hatred  of  men. 
Where  is  your  shame  but  cross-nailed,  O  shameless, 
~T^\  Unshamed  at  last  in  the  terrible 

Nakedness  of  divine  Purity, 
You  who  kissed  the  dust  from  those  feet, 
Who  wiped  with  the  very  hairs  of  your  head 
The  filth  of  man's  fall? 

Magdalene!  Magdalene! 

Sunk  like  death  in  the  clasp  of  shame! 

What  are  you  now  in  the  great  embrace 

Where  the  Groom  meets  the  Bride 

In  the  rapture  of  a  kiss 

Perfected  in  such  pain? 

Thy  shame,  Magdalene! 

The  reckless  laver  of  the  flesh 

Poured  out  on  the  cat-pelt  couches! 

What  priceless  laver 

Lately  poured  from  the  broken  jar, 

Lavish,  in  the  Lord's  anointing, 

More  reckless  now  in  the  laver  of  your  grief 

Sobbed  out  in  the  sand  at  the  terrible  feet 

Sagged  now  on  the  nail? 


high  overhead  the  sky  deepens  toward  thunder, 

It  darkens  and  draws  down. 

Somber,  fretted  with  scud, 

The  wisps  of  a  reckoning  storm, 

It  ranges  in  from  the  sea. 

The  cross,  a  gaunt  finger, 

The  malediction  of  men, 

Screeds  the  threatening  sky. 

To  left  and  to  right 

Thieves  live  on, 

The  good  and  the  bad, 

Each  judged, 

But  the  Truth  has  died. 

The  lancer,  uncertain  and  troubled, 

Snuffing  the  warning  wind, 

Moves  forward. 

Under  the  crossbeam  the  streetwoman 

Blazes  with  her  intrepid  face 

Defiance  and  reproach. 

But  the  lancer  lifts  the  imperious  lance; 

And  the  point,  *  * 

Placed  to  the  rib,  m  a  g  d  a  le  n  e 

Is  pressed. 

The  point  nudges, 

It  tries; 

Pressed  harder, 

Tries. 

And  in  the  moment's  pause, 

The  troubled  lancer, 
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Lifting  his  sight, 

Looks  sheer  in  the  depths  of  the  dead  eyes; 
And  the  gaze  given  back 
Is  a  gaze  to  the  depths  of  his  own  dead  soul; 
And  in  the  sudden  clench  of  a  heart  convulsed, 
Riven  by  grace, 
The  arm  lifts; 
And  the  lance, 
Beautiful, 
Clean, 

magoaiene  ^  movement  matchless  and  sublime 

As  the  glide  of  a  dancer, 
Homes  to  its  perfect  place. 


O  indrawn  lance! 

O  lance  seated  in  ecstasy! 

Thrusted  through  to  your  long  fulfillment! 

How  much  of  hunger  is  here  assuaged  in  the  thirst  of  love! 

What  tasting  of  delight  where  the  head  tastes  the  heart! 

The  flow  downshaft  of  the  blood  outgushed! 

What  rapture  at  the  lips  of  the  living  wound 

In  the  seethe  and  pulse  of  the  blood! 

What  plenitude  of  power  in  passion  loosed, 

When  the  Christ-love  and  the  Christ-death 

Find  the  Love-death  of  the  Cross! 

O  delectation  of  the  nails 

Fast  driven  into  the  exquisite  wrists, 

That  have  brought  the  Christ  to  reach  with  the  heart, 


Endow  the  lance  with  its  own  love, 

Thirst  upward  for  source, 

Plunge  through  the  maidenly  veils  of  flesh, 

Till  faith  and  love  are  all  engulfed  in  the  wells  of  desire! 

O  beatitude  of  the  passion 

Subdued  and  controlled  in  the  channel  of  that  grace, 

When  the  Source-Bringer,  pinned  by  those  benedictive  hands, 

Reaches,  in  the  great  outreach  of  heart, 

Making  the  shaft  to  rise,  upstabbed, 

Hugged  in  by  that  huge  ingesting  power, 

Bursting  through  his  corporeal  resistences, 

Skin  and  muscle,  gristle  and  the  bone, 

To  the  final  unquenchable  center, 

The  ravished  hole, 

To  the  heart! 

And  beautiful  as  the  mate-flight  of  eagles, 

When  from  their  wind-shuttled  eyrie 

They  then  cast  forth; 

And  on  wakening  wings 

Take  sky; 

And  over  the  thrusted  7 Q 

Welter  and  maze  of  wide  sierra  raacidaLene 

Climb  the  pouring  up-shaft  of  air; 

And  high  where  the  thunderheads  mushroom  and  coil 

Turn  to;  and  in  the  gyre  and  sweep 

That  is  a  tremendous  strength  of  wings, 

Clutch  claw  to  claw  and  the  beaks  clash; 

And  in  that  high  instantaneity 

The  sky  borne  join  is  made, 


magdalene 


And  all  passion  poured — 

So  is  the  grappling  of  the  soul  in  its  God. 

The  lance  is  stanched  in  its  deep  fulfillment; 
All  its  savagery  quenched  of  its  quest. 
The  wound  lives  on  like  a  proof. 

You  will  go  forth,  Magdalene,  into  the  dust-driven  world, 
Q£~)  Bearing  everywhere  about  you 

The  stamp  of  a  consummate  chasteness; 

Wearing  here  and  there  on  your  person, 

About  your  hands, 

Along  your  throat, 

Across  your  lips, 

The  invisible  and  radiant  marks 

Where  the  Blood  was  borne, 

The  mark  of  the  kiss  the  lover 

Everywhere  bears  in  the  flesh  as  consummation. 

And  though  the  manner  of  your  dying 

May  not  be  certified — 

Jerusalem,  or  the  Greek  cities  of  the  East, 

Or  as  the  legend  tells 

Under  the  sweet  Provencal  sky — 

There  could  be  no  death  you  had  not  already  died, 

Its  taste  was  your  finalness, 

Your  rebeginning, 

Of  what  had  been  begun  on  the  day  of  the  Death, 

The  day  the  eagles  paired  over  Juda, 

And  the  Cross  tore  a  hole  in  the  sky. 


the  month  of  the  dead 


tf2e  day  is  up,  the  sun  has  gained  his  girth, 
And  in  the  quartered  sky  he  burns  his  pace. 
He  lets  flow  forward  on  the  breathing  earth 
The  hot  refulgence  of  his  autumn  face. 
But  high  overhead  the  shoreling's  keening  cry 
Plaintive  and  dispossessed,  compels  the  ear, 
Wringing  the  soul  in  the  protracted  sigh 
Of  the  earth-fatefulness  that  shapes  it  here. 

It  is  deep  fall;  the  season  hovers  on;  ol 

It  takes  the  down-curve  that  will  freeze  its  breath. 

One  in  these  days  cannot  but  muse  upon 

The  coldness  and  the  quietude  of  death; 

And  know  a  silence  wakeful  as  the  flight 

Of  the  hushed  earth  into  its  winter  night. 


the  dead 


82. 

tamalpais 


Gustate,  et  videte  quoniam  suavis  est  Dominus! 

a  canticle  to  the  chrzist  in  the  holy  euchanist 

Written  on  the  Feast  of  St.  Tberese  of  the  Child  Jesus,  Virgin  and  Contemplative,  I  gjj 


and  the  many  days  and  the  many  nights  that  I  lay  as  one  barren, 
As  the  barren  doe  lies  on  in  the  laurel  under  the  slope  of  Mt.  Tamalpais. 
The  fallow  doe  in  the  deep  madrone,  in  the  tall  grove  of  the  redwoods, 
Curling  her  knees  on  the  moist  earth  where  the  spring  died  out  of  the  mountain. 
Her  udder  is  dry.  Her  dugs  are  dry  as  the  fallen  leaves  of  the  laurel, 
Where  she  keeps  her  bed  in  the  laurel  clump  on  the  slope  of  Tamalpais. 

Sudden  as  wind  that  breaks  east  out  of  dawn  this  morning  you  struck, 

As  wind  that  poured  from  the  wound  of  dawn  in  the  valley  of  my  beginning. 

Your  look  rang  like  the  strident  quail,  like  the  buck  that  stamps  in  the  thicket. 

Your  face  was  the  flame.  Your  mouth  was  the  rinse  of  wine.  Your  tongue,  the  torrent. 

I  fed  on  that  terror  as  hunger  is  stanched  on  meat,  the  taste  and  the  trembling. 

In  the  pang  of  my  dread  you  smiled  and  swept  to  my  heart. 

As  the  eagle  eats  so  I  ate,  as  the  hawk  takes  flesh  from  his  talon, 

As  the  mountain  lion  clings  and  kills,  I  clung  and  was  killed. 


This  kill  was  thy  name.  In  the  wound  of  my  heart  thy  voice  was  the  cling, 
Like  honey  out  of  the  broken  rock  thy  name  and  the  stroke  of  thy  kiss. 
The  heart  wound  and  the  hovering  kiss  they  looked  to  each  other, 
As  the  lovers  gaze  in  their  clasp,  the  grave  embrace  of  love. 

This  name  and  the  wound  of  my  heart  partook  of  each  other. 

They  had  no  use  but  to  feed,  the  grazing  of  love. 

Thy  name  and  the  gaze  of  my  heart  they  made  one  wound  together. 

This  wound-made-one  was  their  thought,  the  means  of  their  knowledge. 

There  is  nothing  known  like  this  wound,  this  knowledge  of  love. 
In  what  love?  In  which  wounds,  such  words?  In  what  touch?  In  whose  coming? 
You  gazed.  Like  the  voice  of  the  quail.  Like  the  buck  that  stamps  in  the  thicket. 
You  gave.  You  found  the  gulf,  the  goal.  On  my  tongue  you  were  meek. 

In  my  heart  you  were  might.  And  thy  word  was  the  running  of  rain 

That  rinses  October.  And  the  sweetwater  spring  in  the  rock.  And  the  brook  in  the  crevice. 

Thy  word  in  my  heart  was  the  start  of  the  buck  that  is  sourced  in  the  doe. 

Thy  word  was  the  milk  that  will  be  in  her  dugs,  the  stir  of  new  life  in  them. 

You  gazed.  I  stood  barren  for  days,  lay  fallow  for  nights.  q^ 

Thy  look  was  the  movement  of  life,  the  milk  in  the  young  breasts  of  mothers. 

taraalpais 

My  mouth  was  the  babe's.  You  had  stamped  like  the  buck  in  the  manzanita. 

My  heart  was  dry  as  the  dugs  of  the  doe  in  the  fall  of  the  year  on  Tamalpais. 

I  sucked  thy  wound  as  the  fawn  sucks  milk  from  the  crowning  breast  of  its  mother. 

The  flow  of  thy  voice  in  my  shrunken  heart  was  the  cling  of  wild  honey, 

The  honey  that  bled  from  the  broken  comb  in  the  cleft  of  Tamalpais. 


The  quick  of  thy  kiss  lives  on  in  my  heart  with  the  strike,  the  wound  you  inflicted, 
Like  the  print  of  the  hind  feet  of  the  buck  in  the  earth  of  Tamalpais. 
You  left  thy  look  like  a  blaze  on  my  heart,  the  sudden  gash  in  the  granite, 
The  blow  that  broke  the  honeycomb  in  the  rock  of  Tamalpais. 

And  the  blaze  of  the  buck  is  left  in  the  doe,  his  seal  that  none  may  have  her. 
She  is  bred.  She  takes  his  sign  to  the  laurel  clump,  and  will  not  be  seen. 
She  will  lie  under  laurel  and  never  be  seen.  She  will  keep  his  secret. 
She  will  guard  in  her  womb  his  planted  pang.  She  will  prove  her  token. 
o4  She  will  hold  the  sign  that  set  her  trust,  the  seal  of  her  communion. 


tamalpais 


I  will  feed  thy  kiss:  as  the  doe  seeks  out  the  laurel  clump  and  feeds  her  treasure. 

I  will  nurse  in  my  heart  the  wound  you  made,  the  gash  of  thy  delivery. 

I  will  bear  that  blaze  in  my  struck  soul,  in  my  body  bring  it. 

It  keeps  in  me  now  as  the  sign  in  the  doe,  the  new  life  in  the  mother. 

For  each  in  that  wound  is  each,  and  quick  is  quick,  and  we  gaze, 

A  look  that  lives  unslaked  in  the  wound  that  it  inflicted. 

My  gaze  and  thine,  thy  gaze  and  mine,  in  these  the  troth  is  taken. 

The  double  gaze  and  the  double  name  in  the  sign  of  the  quenchless  wound, 

The  wound  that  throbs  like  wakening  milk  in  the  winter  dugs  of  the  doe, 

Like  honey  out  of  the  broken  comb  in  the  rock  of  Tamalpais. 

Thou  art  gone.  I  will  keep  thy  wound  till  you  show.  I  will  wait  in  the  laurel. 
I  know  as  the  knowledge  is  of  the  doe  where  she  lies  on  Tamalpais. 
In  the  deep  madrone.  In  the  oak.  In  the  tall  grove  of  the  redwoods. 
Where  she  lies  in  laurel  and  proves  the  wound  on  the  slope  of  Mt.  Tamalpais. 
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^^QLt  creek  mouths  unflushed  by  the  sea 

f^  ^And  the  long  day  shuts  down. 

Whose  hand  stacks  rock,  cairn-posted, 

Churched  to  the  folded  sole  of  this  hill, 

And  Whose  mind  conceives?  Three  herons 

Gig  their  necks  in  the  tule  brake 

And  the  prying  mudhen  plies. 

Long  down,  far  south  to  Sur,  the  wind  lags, 

Slosh-washes  his  slow  heel, 

Lays  off  our  coast,  rump  of  the  domed 

Mountain,  woman-backed,  bedded 

Under  his  lea.  Salt  grasses  here, 

Fringes,  twigging  the  crevice  slips, 

And  the  gagging  cypress 

Wracked  away  from  the  sea. 

God  makes.  On  earth,  in  us,  most  instantly, 

On  the  very  now, 

His  own  means  conceives. 

How  many  strengths  break  out  unchoked 

Where  He,  Whom  all  declares, 

Delights  to  make  be! 


8$ 
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annul  in  me  my  manhood 


"The  Lord  gives  these  favors  jar  more  to  women  than  to  men;  I  have  heard 

the  saintly  Fray  Peter  of  Alcantara  say  that,  and  I  have  observed  it  myself. 

He  would  say  that  women  made  much  more  progress  on  this  road  than  men, 

oO  and  gave  excellent  reasons  for  this,  which  there  is  no  point  in  my  repeating 

here,  all  in  favor  of  women." — St.  Teresa  of  Avila. 


annulment 


annZJl  in  me  my  manhood,  Lord,  and  make 
Me  women-sexed  and  weak, 
If  by  that  total  transformation 
I  might  know  Thee  more. 
What  is  the  worth  of  my  own  sex 
That  the  bold  possessive  instinct 
Should  but  shoulder  Thee  aside? 
What  uselessness  is  housled  in  my  loins, 
To  drive,  drive,  the  rampant  pride  of  life, 
When  what  is  needful  is  a  hushed  quiescence? 
"The  soul  is  feminine  to  God," 
And  hangs  on  impregnation, 
Fertile  influxing  Grace.  But  how  achieve 
The  elemental  lapse  of  that  repose, 
That  watchful,  all-abiding  silence  of  the  soul, 
In  which  the  Lover  enters  to  His  own, 
Yielding  Himself  to  her,  and  her  alone? 


How  may  a  man  assume  that  hiddenness  of  heart 
Being  male,  all  masculine  and  male, 
Blunt  with  male  hunger? 

Make  me  then 
Girl-hearted,  virgin-souled,  woman-docile,  maiden-meek; 
Cancel  in  me  the  rude  compulsive  tide 
That  like  an  angry  river  surges  through, 
Flouts  off  Thy  soft  lip-touches,  froth-blinds 
The  soul-gaze  from  its  very  great  delight, 
Outbawls  the  rare  celestial  melody. 
Restless  I  churn.  The  use  of  sex  is  union, 
Union  alone.  Here  it  but  cleaves, 
Makes  man  the  futile  ape  of  God,  all  ape 
And  no  bride,  usurps  the  energizing  role,  inverts; 
And  in  that  wrenched  inversion  caught 
Draws  off  the  needer  from  his  never-ending  need,  diverts 
The  seeker  from  the  Sought. 
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out  of  the  ash 


88 


S 


'OLstlCe  of  the  dark,  the  absolute 
'Zero  of  the  year.  Praise  God 
Who  comes  for  us  again,  our  lives 
phoenix  Pulled  to  their  fisted  knot, 

Cinched  tight  with  cold,  drawn 

To  the  heart's  constriction;  our  faces 

Seamed  like  clinkers  in  the  grate, 

Hands  like  tongs — Praise  God 

That  Christ,  phoenix  immortal, 

Springs  up  again  from  solstice  ash, 

Drives  his  equatorial  ray 

Into  our  cloud,  emblazons 

Our  stiff  brow,  fries 

Our  chill  tears.  Come  Christ, 

Most  gentle  and  throat-pulsing  Bird! 

O  come,  sweet  Child!  Be  gladness 

In  our  church!  Waken  with  anthems 

Our  bare  rafters!  O  phoenix 

Forever!  Virgin-wombed 

And  burning  in  the  dark, 

Be  born!  Be  born! 
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